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Season One 


You hawk Girl Scout cookies to linemen 
patching phone lines in manholes 
They pledge allegiance to the pleats in your 
uniform 

A flaneur stumbles . . . oncamera 

Ill-equipped and ill-mannered 

you are perfect for the job 

and hired on the spot from within 

Your half-life ... is a lateral 

You skip the condiment aisle 

to jostle newhires ... if for no other reason 

A pawn ... no, a night ... in the game, yes? 

Ditto Dottie! 

With as much anachronism as catch-as-catch-can 
Deck . . . and benecked 

Season Two 

You count out change from a shiny metal change 
counter 

attached to your belt with Velcro 

You score a merit badge for the likes of this 

Isn’t this romantic? 

An aging-out squeezebox expands and contracts 
to the gesticulations of bystanders 
It’s a day away from eBay 
Forging ahead nonetheless 
with less than Clayton Moore and Jay 
Silverheels 

you wait tables in reruns 

buttdialing Ubers for Q&As 

while running changes with after-hour noodlers 

A good misstep 

as innocuous as an up-close-and-personal 



Season Three 


I’m famished . . . how about you? 

Lick and belicked ... as you like it 
Unto oneself, yes? 

Isn’t it time to resume the obligatory? 

Can you imagine? 

Not unlike the postmodern 
foisted upon minions 

when no one was looking and the brownout was 
force-fed 

And just when you thought it was safe to go 
back in the water, yes? 

Is it safe? quoth Sir Laurence ... to the 
Marathon Man 

Low-lying clouds should be forgiven 
They know not ... As for you? 

The same is not true . . . You knew . . . around the 
block 

and then some 
Season Pour 

I’ll huff ... and I’ll puff 

Really? . . . Don’t you think that’s a bit Uberish? 

The Uber knows 

Though stymied, you go on 

Peel better when you fail better, yes? 

The drones are about to trance . . . teleported to 
Walmart 

I’ll bet you miss Blue Light Specials 
Blue Light Specials ”R” Us! 

As if we were belched into the nosebleed section 
Runners on first and third . . . here’s the pitch 
swung on . . . and the hills are alive with the 
sounds of silence 



Simon and Garf unkel? Aren’t they’re close- 
mouthed? 

Wittgenstein the Party-Pooper 

If you can’t speak about it . . . Bollocks! 

Season Pive 

The flight left in two hours 

Then you accidentally uncorked plagiarism 

As if to say There , I’ve done it again ! 

P ull-f ledged -in-vo ur-f ace-b uttdialing 
I feel I should commit myself 
to something ... or someone 
Happenstance as whoopee cushion 
as pocket billiards 

with all the king’s horses and all the king’s men 
Bespoken . . . ain’t that the truth? 
with a hey, diddle, diddle and a cache of Little 
Golden Books 

breaching security for the hell of it 
Rimbaud’s A Season in Kell . . . And then? 

He called for his bong . . . and he called for his 
bowl 

Season Six 

They’re choreographing drive-bys ... on trikes 
and talking with Jacob’s Pillow about next 
steps 

You listen to the rhythm of the falling rain 
telling you just what a fool you’ve been 
Hey, that’s OK! . . . we’re all just passing out 
Besides, the light is about to change 
Insignificance piles up 
on the night stand . . . most days 
Orchestrating tweets 



you end. up backpedallng for all the wrong 
reasons 

Soon to he a major motion picture . . . guaranteed 
to stop post-nasal drip and other post- 
apocalypse nits 
You’re good to go 
French Press or full press? 

Season Seven 

You can have both 
Clickety-clack 

and the days become a railroad apartment 
with you as conductor 
of Mahler’s Seventh 
Buttdialing Mahler’s Seventh 
Does a table-read have to be cold? 

All the world’s a chessboard 
and you have all the right moves 
Triumphant! . . . He/she was triumphant! 

Measure upon measure ... as if out with the 
bathwater 

Purposefully negligent 
Dow why in the world would you call for 
backup? 

Continue reading the main story 
Season Eight 

Which reminds me, when was the last time you 
checked in? 

A to-go box would be nice 
As would your cv 
with color-coded treasure map 
The cartography of the self ie, yes? 

I have no idea why but protocol seems to be 



calling the shots 

You’ve seen it yourself in the glacially slow 
downloads 

Two streams diverged in a yellow wood 
and sorry you could not watch both 
and be one watcher ... I don’t believe you! 

It’s not as if they didn’t score high on Rotten 
Tomatoes 

The dominant aesthetic right now seems to be 
amusement 

A defense mechanism, perhaps? 

Download and install the Uber app, already, 
will you please? 

Season Nine 

You have a reputation for down time 
for rearranging players and their parts 
It’s all there ... in your notebooks ... on your 
(un)zip drive 

It has become your mantra 

Incomplete sentences . . . written with crayons 

follow in your wake 

The manner in which they carry themselves 
and the questions . . . left unanswered 
Trying to construct reality with Legos, yes? 

You and your erotic other were captured on tape 
with sticky wickets 

I never believed in falling prey to pews 
But then again . . . and again 
Something is sure to befall the one-night 
(by)standers 

Season Ten 


The subject has become the object 



igniting associations 
It happens whenever you click Search 
The tendency to remain open 
while people hover . . . submitting requests 
Are you ready to give it up? ... to give in? 
Let’s hope not ... at least not until 
your fingers are ready and the score is on the 
stands 

Opening statements, please 

What if we were to record every other word? 

Would nonsense reign? 

Would it become the New Now? 

You were late . . . with revisions . . . only 
to be called out ... to be called out . . . for 
redundancy 

Season Eleven 

The theatrics begin . . . with words up . . . words 
down 

rehearsals ... do not pass So 
You know how it is 

with everyone talking ... at the same time 
It’s tough to follow the storyline 
if there is a storyline 
But then some stories are better without a 
storyline 

Just let the events unfold 
in your pocket ... I don’t care 
little matter where 
Whatever’s convenient for you 
I’m trying to wrap my head around something - 
something that will get me through the next 
few hours 

or the next few minutes 



Season Twelve 


Postcards from the corner office offer tips 
on managing the parts of life that make no 
sense: 

seductive five-star creamsicles 
soundtracked by melodic lines nursing 
pentatonic and catatonic scales 
You pride yourself on inscrutable self -scrutiny 
the examined life . . . and all that 
as if parroting fan-fiction of the Canon 
through closed lips 
makes dumbing down the default 
So why the obsession with spoon-fed fork- 
tonguers? 

The files . . . sight-read 
have been sealed . . . and now 
your raised hand is being codependently 
ignored 

Season Thirteen 

Escaping through the cracks in your argument 
following bread crumbs to the Temple of 
Incidentals 
restless long legs 
parody of a back-flap biography 
you fret over brands of black pepper 
focus on the container 

Stepping out onto the deck with eggs over easy, 
yes? 

And coffee? 

The seemingly insignificant? 

There’s nothing wrong with invisibility 
and lemon juice . . . held up to a light bulb 
selecting from menu options 



making do . . . treading water 
Come prepared to defend your thesis 

Season Fourteen 

Using rhetoric in a slipshod manner 
Or slapdash, yes, that’s it . . . slapdash 
Why bother trying to be ironic and sincere . . . 
at the same time? 

Can’t you see beyond the No Smoking sign? 

This is where the poem is supposed to get horny 
or forgettable ... or whatever 
Yes, I know you hate that 
Assailed by distractions ... in the guise of . . . 
aesthetics? 

Can you please help prime the pump? 

Doing so, however, will result in a Surgeon 
General ticket 

Speak softly but carry a big selfie stick 
In the moment . . . but only if the moment 
cooperates 

and then only if dessert is included 

in the slapdash dish ... in a slipshod manner 

Season Fifteen 

You’re charged with toggling the laugh track 

while waiting in the checkout line 

at the supermarket 

The manager is a clown suit 

A clown suit is a root canal sans novocaine 

A clown suit is a box lunch 

An after-the-fact afterthought 

Your flight is taxiing 

And now the ticket person in a clown suit 

is telling you you’re in the wrong line 



but there’s a million dollar smile 

on a million dollar baby- 

in a million dollar condo 

with a million dollar (fill in the blank) 

Season Sixteen 

A one-size-fits-all transcription of experience 
and your mind’s ear takes a break today at 
Mickey D’s - 

generic, anti-confessional, without 
the clawing happenstance of a Johnny Depp 
lookalike 

backstroking in a sea of Elmer’s Glue 
You continue to get antsy over dead zones 
Who doesn’t? . . . but do we need two of anything? 
Attention-deficit mavens and their obsession 
with the gap between fit and finish 
transforming stage directions into librettos 
puts one in the mood for a slice of pizza 
with the works . . . from Baldy’s on Cork Hill - 
a stopgap for fortune tellers and fortune 
hunters 

If at any point you feel small, you should 
Season Seventeen 

Later ... in a restaurant ... on the lake ... a 
specter 

with cropped gray hair . . . and the waiter serves 
the soup du jour - 

cream of broccoli - sided with a bronzed copy of 
the Post-it 

she stuck to your mailbox 30 years ago . . . and 
someone asks 

what Porgy stands for . . . and you’re flashed 



back 

to the balcony of Glimmerglass with its 
incredible range of voices 
and tale of a cripple in the tracks of a very 
young Sidney Poitier 

on his knees ... in a wagon pulled by a goat . . . 
whose googling 

tells you it’s a subspecies domesticated from the 
wild goat 

of southwest Asia . . . and did you know that 
goats 

have only bottom front and side teeth and one 
large back molar 

in the top jaw for crushing things . . . and the 
Poitier 

Forgy and Bess is one of the great lost films 
because of a pissing match between the two 
Gershwin estates? 

Season Eighteen 

This poem is a game of scrabble ... a game of 
babble 

a game of mirrored sunglasses reflecting 
a box of colored pencils ... as you 
thumb through Augusten Burroughs’s Dry 
inviting a tangle of lines leading to a fun 
house 

in the middle of a re-enactment ... as if 
parallel parking a shopping cart were 
sufficient 

Again you argue the clock 

with thoughts of a drybrush masterpiece 

by Andrew Wyeth ... at the Penimore Museum 

Everyone deserves a break today 

Why today? . . . Why today the blue vacuum with 



dry load 

applied to a dry support 
from your days revitalizing sober living 
apartments? 

Season Nineteen 

You seem to enjoy the almostness of your 
borderline personality 
carrying on about the leaks in emptiness 
that accompany Bruegger’s Everything Bagels 
and the duffel bags ... of risky narcissists 
adorned with fidgety flight tags 
from the Bucket’s 100 Places to Visit Before 
Passing 

Stay the merriment became your duly-noted 
mantra 

even after your breaths exceeded the numbers 
and you hop-scotched with bouquets of trillium 
that happened by on their way 
to yet another ho-hum commercial break 
that . . . despite the menagerie . . . always made 
you chuckle . . . 

especially when Pacebook friends pointed to 
lapses in serving styles 
And you do believe yourself, yes? 

Season Twenty 

Using topspin to unseat the poem du jour 
carrying most through enjambed memories 
with summer . . . bending into grains of sand 
primed to mimic phishers 
You have yet to read into eccentricity 
especially as your odyssey ’d past 
inheres in material traces 



Never forget the soirees ... in the dunes 
with their distinct impressions of nothing 
costumed as commitment 
as well as someone’s . . . Godot’s perhaps? . . . 
footfalls 

Everyone was naughty 
Everyone regressed 
Everyone failed . . . again 
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